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Hollow Hills 


Author's Notes: 
l'm sorry 


Dariel sits alone in his apartment. This is not the first time, nor will it be the last. He lights another cigarette, 
the faint red glow illuminating his pale face. 

He and Peter had fought again. It was painful enough when their relationship ended. The band, though? That was 
on a whole different level. 

Dariel wonders if Peter knew how much he was hurting his friends. He wonders if he actually cares. 

"He's probably over the fight already." Daniel thinks aloud, scowling, "probably has a big fuckin’ smug grin on 
his face." 

A single set of uneven footsteps is heard approaching his front door, followed by frantic knocking. Daniel sighs. 
"Fuck off, Pete" he shouts. Peter knocks again. 

"Daniel. Daniel, Danny, please." he sobs, sinking to his knees. Daniel rolls his eyes. He swings open the door. 
"What the fuck do you-- Pete. what the hell did you do?" 

Peter looks up at him, tears streaking his cheeks and blood dripping down his wrists. Daniel quickly kneels down 
beside him. 


"Peter, what the fuck did you do?" 

Peter remains silent. His vacant expression telling Daniel all he needs to know. 

He clings to Peter, holding him tight as tears well up in his own eyes. Nothing could have prepared him for this. 
Peter wraps his arms around Daniel's shoulders, pulling himself up to his level. 

"Danny, l'm sorry." 

Dariel pulls Peter even closer, planting soft kisses all over his paling face. 

"| love you, | really fucking love you, you bastard," he sobs, "please. god, please don't go." 

Peter, lacking the strength to reply, buries his face into Daniel's chest and holds him tightly. 

As Peter's hold on Daniel weakens and his body falls limp, Daniel can only cry harder and cling to the lifeless 
form beside him. 

Daniel feels empty. As if a part of him has been ripped away. He shoves Peter's body to the ground and 
storms inside, rushing to his bedroom. He peers under the bed. 

"Pete would've wanted me to move on." he mutters, pulling out a shoebox containing a pistol. He can feel tears 
stinging his eyes once more as he holds the gun in his hand. 

"Well, | have my own ways of moving on." 

Daniel presses the barrel against the roof of his mouth, his hands trembling. He breathes a sigh of relief as 
he pulls the trigger. 


Once again, Daniel sits alone in his apartment. 


